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“< triers from Headquarters," he said. “Ships Bot¬ 
tom's just g--t word by wire to watch out for the Manila. 
TransjMirt, she is, bound with bullion for the J’hilip- 
]leans. Reported seen swamped, stacks down arter the 
big blow, (lee! She'd lie a find!" 

“I don't see what good she’d do us: we're Government 
employees," Ford said, his face paling with sudden 
premonition as he stared at the peajacketed little man 
in sou’wester and sea boots—Welsh’s idea of proper 
"sky pilot" costume. “We couldn't claim salvage—" 

"I wasn't meaning that -hang the loot!” Welsh broke 
in. “It's un'y she ain't ashore an' she ain’t sunk; her 
bulkheads 'ud hold her up. She’s a floatin’ menace, 
der’lic'. an’ drifting in the lane o’ commerce an' coast¬ 
wise skipping," he said, quoting from the Service Rules. 
"Two double-barreled funnels with red rims she is, 
lavin' for murder. We got to git her, if we bust that sky 
ship an' go squash doin' it!" 

There it was again, the law of the beach that ruled the 
unlettered little gunner as it ruled his mates! But for 
that sublimated self sacrifice, the Bamegat coastguard 
(proverbially poor like all life savers) might be as rich 
as the best—or worst—of the beachcomliers: they had 
the same opportunities. And they risked death will¬ 
ingly for pitiful pay, and without hojie of jx-nsion. The 
Government was unfair,—unjust and grasping. 

As the thought shajied itself. Ford had a dawning 
sense of what Billy Handy meant by his mysterious let¬ 
ter. “The Manila with bullion for the Philippines." 
Somehow Handy had found out the nature of his pres¬ 
ent employment. Knowing he was down and out, and 
realizing the tremendous advantage the derelict¬ 
hunting aeroplane gave him over sea-level searchers. 
Handy had brutally offered to bribe him, when he 
learned of this richest of the many pickings along the 
bleak Bamegat lx-ach—to “whack up" for advance in¬ 
formation of the transport's whereabouts, before the 
Government -should locate the wreck. There would lx- 
big money in it 

I lazed, as a man in a trance, Ford mounted the ready 
machine, with Welsh lx-sidc him. As the aeroplane s|R-d 
out over the slaty ocean, the roar of the surf on the 
Gridiron welled up like giant minute guns flailing the 
reefs. He shuddered, raging to think that he too, like 
the simple-minded surfmen, was daily risking death for 
a pittance worse than death! And there was Aline! 
A mere fraction of the Manila’s wealth would solve the 
problem, give him the chance of escape from his pre¬ 
carious calling, put him on his feet, a man, and make tin- 
girl a well woman. He had only to accept Handy’s 
offer. It meant riches, safety—if he found the missing 
ship. Already lie was weighing the chances. 

T NEVER see so many gulls as the' is today," Welsh 
A jerked out suddenly, backing a brave front. “Must 
Ik- a big blow cornin’: they know." 

The aviator glanced curiously at the little gunner. 
Welsh was not used to the “high Ilyin’ business" yet, and 
was having his own trouble hanging with a death grip to 
the wire spreaders. It would not be difficult to divert 
his attention at the crucial moment if they should sight 
the Manila’s two murder stacks he spoke of! 

Ford chuckled an ugly sound. A pair of yellow fun¬ 
nels, sticking up from the water—that was what Welsh, 
a boatman, accustomed to sea-level sighting, hoped to 
si-e. Ford, an aviator, knew that from the altitude of 
the aeroplane those two yellow funnels would apjx-ar 
only as black sjx-cks on the sullen surface. He had 
nothing to fear from Welsh's forestalling him with the 
swamped Manila. And the imminent storm would keep 
off other searchers; more particularly the U. S. S. 
Katahdin, the big navy ram, which was down shore 
somewhere hunting derelicts just as the aeroplane was 
doing. 

“This gale'll scare off the Katy: she's a poor sea 
boat." Welsh said, as though divining his thought. 
“Likely it’ll hang some hookers on the Gridiron, coinin' 
from the east'ard," he added grimly. 

"It will drive in drifters too?" Ford said in sudden 
panic. “Therc'd be no chance of finding 'em again—say 
twelve hours after?" It would take about that for 
Billy Handy's wrecking tug to come from New York. 

“Mostly them kind hang round for days; if coast wav 
craft don't find ’em?" Welsh said grimly. “On’y a big 
wash ’ud pile the Manila on the Gridiron, a swamped 
ship like her. on’v her two funnels showin’—if it was 
lu-r the Morgan packet thinks she saw." 

Ford’s eyes glinted evilly, scanning the sea ahead,—a 
sea that seemed laboring to spawn forth some horror 
buried m it> bosom. What was that? Something flick¬ 
ered far down below. Fish gulls, a shimmering por¬ 
poise? The twin spots were too steady for that, too 
evenly aligned. He looked closely, gripping the con¬ 
troller of the speeding aeroplane with whitened knuck¬ 
les. A dim shape showed beneath the two spots, a 
shadowy oblong, growing plainer as the machine droned 
seaward. What was it Welsh said? “Her airtight bulk¬ 
head ’ud keep her afloat under sea level." 

"Bv |im! There she is now—seaward!" 

Welsh’- sudden cry throttled the gurgling triumph in 
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“So Welsh has me sized up? He 
knows why I cut the flights short," ln- 
said drearily as he crossed the sand 
dunes to the squat shed overlooking 
the station, where the aeroplane was 
housed. 

He was not surprised that they had 
found out, and he knew that the final 
break was bound to come soon. And 
then—the debacle! Ford realized the 
impossibility of explaining psycho¬ 
logical facts to these grim men of the 
beach, who took no count of self in¬ 
terest or the first law of nature. Tin- 
thought of what it meant for his young 
wife, sick in the little village across tin- 
bay, if he lost his scanty Government 
pay, was additional torture to the 
tortured nerves that had gone to pieces 
after that terrible mile-high tumble 
from the clouds at ’Frisco. 

"You're only shook up a bit: you'll 
come back, old chap." That’s what 
the otln-r bird men, who envied his dar¬ 
ing, had said; but Ford knew better. 
That miraculous escape had left him 
with an abiding horror of high places, 
a fear of flying, t »nlv the girl’s imme¬ 
diate necessity had forced him into 
temporary employment with the 
(iovemment. 

For relief Ford turned mechanically 
to the aeroplane, preparing it for tin- 
daily search of the sea. As he busied 
himself with the familiar liolts and 
screws, an envelop dropjx-d on tin- 
ground. It was a letter he had received 
that morning in Bamegat village and 
thrust unread into his pocket. He 
ojx-ned it and glanced at the heading: 

THE DEEP SEA WRECKING 
COMPANY. 

William C. Handy. Pres. 


r pilE alarm of the telephone bell in the intervening 
A station put a period to the colloquy on the runway. 
Evidently there was trouble on f--.t; but Ford turned 
away, unseen and unheeding. 


A DEEP throated roar capped his moody reflections, 
as Little Welsh, the gunner, came plodding into 
th-- hangar, his weatherbeaten face eager with the news 
lie brought. 


A Dim, Shadowy Oblong Showed Beneath. 


W HAT I say, we ain't called on to blacklist a 
man for showin’ the white feather, not so long 
as he does his duty. Leastways, not when his 
job's up in the air, an’ his wife’s sick, and him not used to 
the ways of the beach. < )f course, if that Ilyin’ machine 
skipper o’ yours falls down on his job, Welsliv, that’s 
dangerous to folks that trusts hint. Duty'sduty; a man's 
life don’t count against folks, nor his feelings neither." 

It was the law of the beach reduced to its ban- bones. 
Ford flinched as the booming voice reached him from 
the runway of the lifeboat house. It was Casco, big 
Jem Casco, keeper of Ships Bottom Life Saving Sta¬ 
tion, and the coastguard Captain was discussing him 
with little Welsh, the breeches buoy gunner. 

When the Navy Department assigned Ford the week- 
before to Ships Bottom, the Insjiector of the Bamegat 
Bay District detailed Welsh as "sky pilot" to assist the 
Government aviator lx-cause of the gunner’s intimate 
knowledge of the treacherous Barn- gat shore, the worst 
ship-killing stretch on the whole Jersey coast from 
Sandy Hook t-- the Delaware capes. Ford’s exjK-ri- 
mental appointment had come on the heels of a storm 
cycle that accounted for no less than ninety sail along 
ninety miles of coast, a sail a mile!—a wholesale dis¬ 
aster which taxed the derelict destroyers of the navy, 
enriched the 1»-achcoinbers, and brought fear to tin- 
heart- of coastwise skipjx-rs. In the face of the havoc 
tin Washington authorities inaugurated the daring in¬ 
novation, an aeroplane service for charting down dere¬ 
licts, that drifting menace to coastwise craft, which 
could be more readily and quickly discerned from a 
moderate a' itude ilia'll from sea level ; # a fact that the 
Ships Bottom life silvers admitted as sailormen who hail 
plumbed sea depth from a ship's masthead, though they 
resente-1 the "livin' machine service" as the coastguards 
resent all innovations, on general principles. 


Billy Handy! He hadn’t heard from 
Billy in years: not since the days of 
his iiard luck, anyway. The note was 
suggestively abrupt. 

Dear Jim. —No doubt you know the 
latest Philippines disaster. The company 
is prepared to whack up for first publica¬ 
tion and exploitation of specific Eastern 
material that may reach you by sea. T<> 
prevent official piracy we should Ik- ad¬ 
vised at once on receipt of news, that we 
may have our correspondent on the 
ground. Let me know how this strikes 
you. 

Yours for wealth, health, and happi¬ 
ness. Billy. 

So Billy was president of a wrecking company now. 
Well, he was always a good hand at business, a little 
unscrupulous jx-rhaps; but — A sudden suspicion 
brought a flush to Ford’s haggard face. \\ hv had 
Handy troubled to hunt him up now, just when lie lia-1 
taken a Government job hunting down derelicts? . 

“Billy's driving at some crooked work. What's the 
latest Philippines disaster, and what's Handy’s com¬ 
pany got to do with it?" 

Baffled by the cryptic letter, he gave it up at last, and 
stood staring moodily seaward. There the elements 
were in concert with his thoughts. The wind, boring in¬ 
shore, pile-1 up long lines of spume and spindrift on the 
half submerged Gridiron reefs, which stretched out fan- 
wise a rifleshot away, like giant fingers, hungry to claw 
d->wn coastwise craft. Farther to the south a single gray 
gull balanced inquiringly over the splintered spar of the 
Carbonate, an ancient scu wagon disintegrating in the 
maw of the Bamegat quicksands. A ghostly skeleton 
draped that spar, the upfiung plains of a smuggling 
aeroplane that, through some miscalculation of the 
driver, had swoojx-d down to destruction in the dark. 

Grimly suggestive, the fluttering rags chilled Ford's 
heart. Was it a premonition of his own ultimate fate? 
He knew there was menace for his frail air craft—a 
short-winged scouting machine—in the gray gulls and 
other marauding s-a fowl that swarmed in fl«x-ks each 
day at lu-r launching, and followed the -Ironing wreck 
hunter, or swoojx-d in her path regardless <>t eon se¬ 
quences in ease of collision at sea. His own wrecked 
nerves saw death lurking everywhere. 

“Maybe that would be tin- best way out," he said bit¬ 
terly. The whole beach would s-x>n lx* on to him, 
through Welsh. “A coward, a quitter, afraid <•! his 
precious neck!" That’s what he was! A derelict hound¬ 
ing down derelicts! 
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liis throat. Ford had forgotten the gunner. For an in¬ 
stant his heart leaped into his mouth; but Welsh was 
staring oceanward, where another dim shape showed, 
topped by a cloud of smoke, a receding steamer. 

“She's the Katahdin. Makin' for sea, the Katy is. 
(h.in' to run out the blow," he said. “That puts it up 
to us, Skipper, to find that Manila steamboat afore she 
sinks some coaster." 

Ford was not listening. The shock had paralyzed him. 
Rut he had never doubted his star from the moment he 
had chosen an evil one. Almost without elation he 
realized that he was looking down into the funnel tops 
of the Government transport, sunk to her super¬ 
structure. The bullion ship Manila! 

But even. - second was a hazard of discovery by the 
sharp-cved coastguard, keen on running down that 
“floating menace to navigation." A twist of the steering 
wheel threw the airship on her beam ends. Before 
Welsh could recover balance, the aeroplane made the 
abrupt half circuit, turning her back on the swamped 
ship, headed back to shore. The little gunner swung on 
Ford in spluttering wrath. 

“W’at in thunder— Ye ain't goin' back, are ye?" he 
shouted. “Ye ain't goin' to quit scouting?" 

Ford motioned to the black skyline in the east. “It'll 
hit us and smash us," he grated. “No aeroplane built 
can hold up in a gale—" 

“Won’t she float? Ain't she got pontoons?” Welsh 
raged. “Won’t the boys get us? You goin’ to chance 
that drifter rulin' out the storm—in the ship lane? Ye 
ain’t no better’n a beachcomber! Ye ought to be fired, 
ye darn —coward!" 

The gunner was crying mad; but Ford sat like a 
statue. Fire him, would they? Hoot him off the beach 
for a quitter? The department couldn't do it too soon. 
That would give him a free hand, and he would wire 
Billy Handy in New York as soon as lie could get to the 
telegraph office across the bay. < >ncc Billy’s wrecking 
company got their hands on the Manila, the coastguard 
and the Government could go hang! 

The aeroplane rounded up alongside the shed on the 
bluff. Welsh dropped from it and swung away without 
a word. The wind was rising to terrific volume; the 
wash of the surf already flooded the beach. Down at 
Ships Bottom station Ford glimpsed the storm flag 
flying—red with a black center—and the crew were run¬ 
ning out the boat seeking higher ground. Besides the 
life savers, there were wild looking men wandering along 
the shore— 

“Beachcombers—I suppose I’m in that class.” He 


The patrol came panting on his heels. “She’s a big 
black liner with her bow smashed in. She’s making for 
the Gridiron." 

The next moment, in the glare of the storm lightning, 
they all saw her driving in on the rocks, bows down. On 
each side of the Gridiron the ocean flung shoreward, 
covering the beach man deep with a monstrous surf. It 
was no job for a lifeboat to try a rescue at sea, even if 
the big white motor could live in those racking rollers. 
The doomed liner was coming in t»x> fast, as Ctisco saw, 
fetching in the gale with her. 

His voice boomed out alxvve the rend of wind and 
surf. “Tumble out the breeches buoy. Men! We'll 
meet her down shore. Lively now!" 

“We ain't got a show on the beach," Welsh cried. 
“We got to shoot that steamboat from the flyin’ machine 
bluff." 

The broad wheeled sand wagon lay ready with 
breeches buoy and tackle aboard. Captain and crew 
sprang to the work of rescue, tailing on with roaring 
chorus, hauling the heavy wagon along the scant ridge 
of sand. Little Welsh, atop of it, calmly prepared for 
action, coiling ropes and loading the line gun. Before 
they had covered half the distance the black liner struck 
with a sound of rending wood and squealing iron on 
rock. Wind and current had her jammed tight in the 
Giants Fingers. 

“A bully long shot she is too!" Welsh cried. “I dunno 
but we’ll have to send the sky skipper out artcr 'em." 

A grim laugh followed. Ford, standing like a stone 
man beside the prone ae roplane, suddenly sobbed and 
sprang to help. A man put him rudely aside. “We 
don’t want no quitters buttin’ in," he growled. Not one 
of the others noticed the aviator. Only Captain Casco 
shot a side glance at him as he strode apart, watching 
the stranded liner through his glasses. 

With incredible speed the life savers unlimlx*red the 
wagon, planted a sand anchor on the ridge l>ehind the 
aeroplane shed, and broke out the breeches buoy cable, 
looping it over the roof. Welsh knelt behind the line 
gun on the bluff. 

“I reckon this is the fust time a breeches buoy's been 
shooted to a sunk ship from a flvin' machine shed,” the 
gunner said. “Wonder will the old shanty stand? All 
set, Cap!" 

“Anchor planted! Hawser clear! Shot line coiled! 
Mortar pointed!" Casco capped the regulation chant. 
“Gun-ner, fire!" 

The line went hurtling out. (>n the liner’s slanting 
deck they saw the rush of wreckage and men clinging to 


spray high in the air. They heard the strands of wire 
snapping under the strain. Then the cable parted, mid¬ 
way between ship and shore. 

“She’s took ground further out! Try it again!” said 
Casco’s stem voice. 

Again the gun exploded; the white lifeline hissed out 
of its coils in the box, wavering in the air like a threshing 
serpent—only to fall short, with the shore end limp and 
trailing. “Too far!" a groan and curse went up which 
mingled with ominous groanings from the sea. 

“Won’t carry," Little Welsh cried. “An’ that ship’s 
breakin’ up!" The little man sprang up beside the gun 
that had failed him, and stood peering into the send of 
the gale. “My God!" he cried passionately, “Nothin’ 
but a flyin’ machine kin get those fellows! They’re 
g< >ne!" 

“Jump for the boat," Casco said quietly. “Well 
never fetch ’em; but well go out trying. Duty’s duty.” 

“It’s my turn. I’m going," a voice answered him as 
quietly. Ford stepped forward. 


'"THROUGH all the tumult and the fighting the aviator 
A had stood aside, shamed, tortured, waiting, after 
that first repulse. Whatever the life crew thought or 
guessed, he knew, from the very first alarm of the wire¬ 
less operator, that the wrecked liner had struck the 
Manila, the swamped transport that he had left floun¬ 
dering in the darkness—whin a wireless word to the 
Katahdin would have put her out of power of mischief. 
Hoping against hojx\ he had watched the men at work, 
thrilling when they laid a path to safety, groaning when 
they failed. In place of the wealth, health, and happi¬ 
ness he bargained for, he was a pariah, with murder on 
his soul. 

Welsh’s wailing cry vitalized his brain with sudden in¬ 
spiration, that and Casco’s solemn words. “If you 
don’t mind giving me a hand?" Ford said. “If you'll 
toss over that dead line, the thin one. I’ll make a try 
at it. Can’t do more than fail.” 

“You mean you’ll carry the line out to her? In face 
o' that?” Casco swept his great arm seaward. “It'll hit 
again in a minute, that blow! She’s only breathing, y’ 
know.” 

“All the more reason to hustle.” Ford dragged the 
nose of the aeroplane round and swung into the seat. 
Already the motor was whirring. 

“Ye said that dam thing won’t turn round in a wind. 
How d'ye expect to get back?” Welsh demanded in¬ 
credulously. 

Ford smiled. It was droll, this man who had shamed 
him trying to deter him from death. “Curse 



it! pass up the line! Do you want all those 
people to drown?” he snarled in sudden 
scorn. 

For a second there was no sound but 
the droning motor. Then Casco strode for¬ 
ward with the lifeline. “I kind o’ suspic- 
ioned it was in ye," the big Captain said. 
“If the blow don’t drop ye, the line’ll carry 
ye down. So long. Maty!” he put out his 
huge hand. 

Ford touched it with a reckless laugh. 
“Duty’s duty, Cap’n! Watch the line!" 

■^^ITH the brief interlude, the moment- 
™ ary “breathing spell" had already 
passed. An ominous nimble came from the 
sea, and a man's voice shrilled high from 
somewhere, shouting warnings. 

“Let her go!" Ford snapped. “Don't 
li t the line hitch!" He heard the unseen 
man shout again: but the nish of the gale 
set him gasping. “Smash and lx; hanged!” 
he gritted. 

Launched into the flying scud,—into 
eternity, for all he knew,—he put on all 
the power, hoping to offset the weight of 
the line he carried. The squall caught him 
in all its fury right over the Gridiron, 
struck like a solid blast, and passed. After 
the first upward dash, the aeroplane slowed, 
slithering down to the sea. But the push 
of the wind lifted the planes far above the 
rocks. Beneath him he saw the dark shaj-e 
of the ship, a flare streaming from her 
foretop. 

The aeroplane, dragged at by the full 
length of rope, swooped over the liner 
amidships. Ford jerked at the line that 
Casco had looped over the steering wheel. 
A single tug sufficed to drop the leaded end, 
and lie braced himself to meet the sudden 


A Slanting Blow that Slithered the Airahip a Dozen Yards Ahead. 


upward rush. “I started you for Davy 
Jones—there’s a passport for earth again!” 
he shouted, and whirled out to sea. 


remembered Welch's bitter taunt, the uncharted dere¬ 
lict lurking in the path of ships, and a shiver ran through 
him. “Just the same, I’m lighting for more than my 
lift -the girl— Hang their beach law!" 

II« turm d to enter the died to get his few belongings: 
lie had no intention of returning to the hangar again. 
It was growing dark; out beyond the Gridiron reef the 
sea was inky. 

“Didn’t coine in any too soon, as it was—” 

Cl'DDENLY hi ^topped, frozen in his tracks. Out of 
the blackness in the east a thin arc of red shot up, 
then another. Rockets! From Ships Bottom came the 
hurried voices of men and the thumping of boat gear. 
Ford saw the wireless operator running down from his 
Station, a hundred yards away. 

“She’s the Rio liner Brazil!" he shouted. “Hit some¬ 
thing off shore! Down by the head and washing in, she 
is! Passengers aboard!" 


stanchions, while others swarmed up the ship’s shrouds. 

“They got it, Jem!” Welsh cried. “It's up to you 
now, Cap!" 

The second doubled line spun out, with block and 
tackle attached; then the wire hawser moved seaward. 
As quickly as strong anus could haul it, it reeled off the 
spindle, until it lay taut across the roof of the shed, 
twanging like a big steel Ixjwstring, over surf and inter¬ 
vening reef, a sure path of rescue, from the anchor to the 
liner's foretop. 

The lifeline laid, a sudden silence fell. Then a hoarse 
cry. “The wind’s gone down—the back wash'll push 
her out! She’ll snap our line!" 

With impish malice, the gale seemed to stop for a 
breathing spell. The wind dropped to fitful gusts. Re¬ 
lieved of its pressure, the banked-up sea water rolled 
back from the beach. They saw the receding flood 
strike the ship, lift her, and force her from the reef. The 
buoy cable sprang upward, projecting a long fringe of 


He dared not turn now; but a terrible 
weight was lifted from him. He did not much care now 
if he never got back. He felt drowsy. In the darkness 
he could not judge his distance from the waves—from 
the—heavens! 

A raucous screaming roused him, and another omi¬ 
nous sound that chilled his blood. The power was giv¬ 
ing out! In the rush of events he had not thought to 
replenish his tanks, and now— Well, now, listening to 
the dying motor, he knew it was all up. “I mn out the 
shoestring, all right; but the last race landed me!" He 
laughed, a reckless laugh that broke into panic gurgling. 

A HUGE red eye blinked out of the east; then fiendish 
yells filled the air. He had a vague sense of crash¬ 
ing into some yielding, blinding, squalling thing. Then 
the aeroplane struck, with the clanging of a boiler shop 
at sea,—a slanting blow that slithered the airship a 
dozen yards ahead, and sent him sprawling, half in and 
Continued on page 17 
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LAW OF THE BEACH 


Continued from page 6 

half out the water. Squalling gulls fluttered 
all around anil above him, and dead ones 
clogged the dead aeroplane. But the sea 
seemed suddenly stilled; a ghostly column 
rose from Inflow, blocking the full force of 
the wind. Another ghostly yellow mate 
towered a few yards away. 

Slowly the meaning of those twin yellow 
funnels dawned upon him, bringing with it 
a superstitious thrill of terror and amaze¬ 
ment. “The transport’s stacks!” he moaned. 
“I struck the gulls hovering over it, and they 
smashed me down on the Manila’s funnels! 
God!" 

For a moment his brain whirled: his nerve 
came slowly back to him. He stared at the 
spectral funnels, the submerged superstruc¬ 
ture of the ship. What so wonderful about 
it, after all? He was making a beeline sea¬ 
ward over the Gridiron when he first sighted 
the swamped steamer—he was headed in the 
same direction when he forgathered with 
her again in the darkness closer in. The 
gulls and the dead motor had done the 
rest. 

But if his first situation was bad, this one 
was worse. A low, droning sound of many 
voices made him look back with startled 
eyes. A gunshot away lights flickered, and 
the splash of high-flung waters. “The wreck 
on the Gridiron!" He made out men going 
aloft on the spar, and the rattle of pulley 
bhxks,—the breeches buoy, set up and 
working—thank God for that! 

Crossing over the ship, he had not flown 
so far, after all ? < )r was the swamped trans¬ 
port that held him afloat washing in? He 
remembered that Welsh hail spoken of the 
strong ocean current that caught derelicts 
and flung them on the Gridiron. He must 
lx* in the grip of it now. The lights and the 
shouting grew plainer and plainer—and the 
red eye to seaward grew, glaring at him. 
What was that man shouting back on the 
beach, just Ix-fore he took off? Something 
about the Katahdin. “Wiring to the Katy 
to come help?" He had not heeded then; 
but now he rememlxred, and in a flash the 
whole thing was clear to him. 

“That wireless man called up the ram at 
sea, that’s what! And she's coming back. 
That’s her!" he said, ungrammatical, but 
grimly earnest. “And this lurking murderer 
here is making for that stranded ship, after 
smashing her once at sea! There’s ship mur¬ 
der for you!" 

Welsh said that the deep sea current 
would drag ships in from a mile out and 
smash ’em on the Giants Fingers. He knew 
that now. The gap was closing terribly fast 
between the wallowing transport and the 
stranded liner. And the Katahdin was 
snoring in, making straight for him, almost 
on him. His brain whirled as he realized the 
trap he was in. Billy Handy and his profit- 
sharing plot were a forgotten fantasy. His 
life, not wealth, was at stake now. As the 
Ancient saw his lifetime in the emptying of 
a carafe, so Ford saw his death picture in the 
twinkling of an eyelash. If he hailed the 
ram, she would sheer off, certainly long 
enough to let the juggernaut Manila crash 
in on the stranded ship, to grind her to 
matchwood against the rocks. The life 
savers had not yet got all the crew off. If 
he remained silent, death was on him! He 
stood no chance, by boat or buoy; but the 
liner’s crew were safe from this drifting hor¬ 
ror. One life staked against many—the law 
of the beach! 

WORD had not risked death in the teeth 
A of the gale to defy that law now. De¬ 
fiantly staring, he saw the ram looming over 
him, and he crouched low, waiting. The 
ram’s knifelike prow slithered through the 
sea and struck squarely between her two 
yellow stacks, dividing the hulk like cutting 
a piece of cheese. They melted away, one 
to the right, the other to the left. The ram 
surged on. 

“That's done, and I'm done—what mat¬ 
ter? I lost those folks once; but I saved 
’em twice over. An’ now I’m going—" 

The vortex of the ship dragged him down, 
flailing him with the wreckage of the ruined 
aeroplane. The bow wave of the ram rolled 
over him, washing him back. Faintly In- 
heard a man shouting, and the thumping of 
the ram’s screw as she passed. Then some¬ 
thing struck the sea lx-sidc him and burst 
into a ring of fire. Ford knew what that 
was,—a self lighting life float which flared 
up on contact with the water. 

He was hardly interested; the instinct of 
life alone made him struggle free of entan¬ 
gling wires. The aeroplane was a rag of 
wreckage, sinking, sodden, under him. He 
leajH-d for the blazing buoy, flinging his arm 
over it. Then a big white boat, whalebacked 
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Our Land Before Clearing Scientific Plowing on Our Land 

If you cannot run a Farm yourself 

let us run a Farm for you 

There’s big money in farming on a big scale by modem, scientific methods. Enor¬ 
mous profits are possible by reducing the cost of operation to a minimum with up- 
to-date machinery and business methods. 

This Company owns .50.000 acres of the finest farm lands in Georgia, where three 
crops can lx* grown every year. Capital is needed to bring this land to a high state of 
development, and a limited numlx-r of shares are offered at $25 apiece, each share 
being secured by, and exchangeable for, One Acre of Land at option of purchaser. 

7 % is paid from the start and ever-increasing dividends are assured. 

'\ his is the biggest agricultural enterprise in the country—and the safest. The timlx-r 
on our lands is worth as much as the entire capitalization. < Jflicers and directors are 
men of highest integrity, thoroughly practical, and have had many years of farmingand 
fruit-growing experience. The railroad facilities are excellent; the land level and 
well watered and practically any kind of crops do well. 

A large portion of the land is being planted to paper-shell Pecan trees, insuring 
ever-increasing profits for 50 years or more. 

These pictures show you the undeveloped land and how we are making it immensely 
productive. Join this enterprise and you will have an assured income for the rest 
of your life. It is a rare opportunity for you to share in big profits without having 
to shoulder any of the work or responsibility, or you can exchange your shares 
for the land itself, if you decide to settle on it. A deed is placed with a 
bank as your security when your investment is made. 

Write immediately—N< >W for full particulars. It is too good a chance to let slip. 
Only a certain number of people can join—lx- one of them. Merely tear out this 
advertisement and write your name and address on the margin and 
particulars will lx* sent you. 

Georgia Farm, Fruit & Pecan Company 

Box 105. Way cross. Ga. 


Reaping the Harvest. Only $25 Per Acre Means 100' < Dividends 


DW1 r Toucan 

l\ll buy no 

better gun for 
target work and all 
gj; small game up to 200 

V‘ * yards. Without change of mech- 

anism it handles .22 short, long or 
long-rifle cartridges perfectly. The deep 
Ballard rifling develops maximum power and 
accuracy and adds years to the life of rifles. 

The solid top is protection from defective cartridges—prevents pow¬ 
der and gases from being blown back. The tide ejection never lets 
ejected shells spoil your bead and allows quick, accurate repeat 
shots. With simple take-down construction, removable action parts 
—least parts of any 3 . 2 —it is the quickest and easiest to dean. A 
great vacation rifle. Ask any gun dealer. 


Model 20, $11.50 
Model 29. 8.50 


The 136 pas* 
JHarfen cata¬ 
log will help you de¬ 
cide what rifle best 
suits your individual 
desires. Send 3 
stamps for it today. 


82 WILLOW STREET, 


NEW HAVEN, CONN. 


The Magic Household Lighter 

No matches—a bright flump. Thousands 
of lights without rertilitiK- A truly remark- 
ablp opportunity for Agents to make money 
fast. Write today. 

I* very housewife will want one the minute she 
v sees it. Sent |*>st|aiil on receipt of price. 

k N0VITA8 SALES CO.. Sole Mannfactnren 
_150 High St.. Waltham. Maes 


Write today f'-r our splendid upto-iLur catalog of electrical 
apparatus and materials—Ihium s. Motors. Transformer-. 
Kheostats. Induction * ••its: TeleolM.nr. Telecr ,:-h. Wireless and 
\ mas I ree l .i •htint'i tutnts. Vlnlamr* Klee. Kailaars and Toj» — 
idc*i « hri*tiiu* fifta. **ct,«l '«? In -re* in. which will I* refun-ied on 

tout ftr*t t-nlcr *-f j**c ur «<ter. |--rials m furred. 

i t ;* ELECTRIC MFG. COMPANY 

Jn.pi-r ttuildlnc It A I.TI MOK K 
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T HE best toilet preparations for 
beautifying and softening the 
skin always contain a carbolated 
solution. 

And this is one of the most impor¬ 
tant ingredients of Lifebuoy Soap. 

Every time you wash with Life¬ 
buoy, you get the benefit of this 
wonderful ingredient. This is 
what produces the typical Life¬ 
buoy complexion — the radiant, 
gloriously healthy looking skin 
which regular users of Lifebuoy 
invariably acquire. 

Let it produce this effect for you. 

It's the soap with the clean swell. 



HEALTH SOAP 

( Carbolated) 

For Toilet, Bath and Shampoo 

g If your HnurgUt or Grocer hasn’t 

*t. send 6c. it t am ini or coin* 
for full Mize rake to I.KVKR 
BROS. CO.. Dept. 14. t amhndtfr. Mu*. 


MENTHOLATED 


-'fa 


While Yob Sleep" 

Balsam Pine and Menthol are standard rem¬ 
edies ior all throat, note and lung affections. 
You breathe their curative properties into every 
part of the nose, throat andlungs—places where 
no spray can ever reach or medicine affetf. 
Recommended by phyadans for catarrh, bron¬ 
chitis. colds, croup, hay fever, asthma, sleepless¬ 
ness, nervousness, throat and lung trouble. 

Size of pillow 14x17x4'^ inches, stuffed 
with freshly picked balsam Pine Needles, 
specially treated with Menthol Oil. 

$2.00 per pillow— order today—mooey back 
after one week's trial, if you want it. Booklet 
free on request. 

SOLO ONLY BY 

Mentholated Pine Pillow Co. 

36 Fourth An., Carnegie, Pa. 
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•TMONI 

$US?HR 
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USHRO0MS 


MAKE $5 EARN $100. 

MEN and WOMEN can do thi* crowing 
muxhrryom.4 at in cellar*. itUiilra, 

■j- boxei*. all the year. «i*»p sells 

f<>r r.4»r to 41 a pound. lire at demand--mar k.-t* 
. . wait line. I4tic iMwikh-t telling huw t«» do it FREE. 
• National Spawn Co., Ik*pt. 2, Boston. Mas*. 


P PATENTS SE fee R returned 

-- I sketch for firp sraicli <*f I’aipnl Oil** - l:c. r.U II..*. I, 
llltlnin it 1‘aipnl an* I tlhal lo Inipnl nitli lisl uH„,n.li,-i.s ..ai.lr .1 

an t |irl/.s "’ptp.l f.ir iiiiput’.,ns split frpp I’.Hputs * I* rn -vl frer. 

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO.. Washington, D. C. 


DATrilTC START FACTORI KS. Free 

r IX I e IB I ^ book how to y.-t and sell patents. 
■ “ ■ — • W Patent secured or fee returned. 

WEt A A tty a.. 68* Tib »t. Washington. I». C. 


Inf nt i'ins Sought by Capital. Write for free Book. 

PATENTS that PAY BEST 

R. S. ac A. B. Lacey, Dept. 41. Washington. D. C- 


P f~\ D C A I 17 A completely equipped 
* araiala plant ior the manuiac- 

f>re <>! aciil and water-prooi ink. also secret pat- 
entesl t irmulu lor same. Machinery new. 

S VMIT.I KKl Ff.FK. II fc. Front St.. Trenton. N.J. 


1 tow ami stern, stormed up in the teeth of the 
driving gale. 

“Here lie is! Here’s that flyin’ machine 
man, fell down on his job for fair! Way 
’nough, Welshv!" Casco's booming voice 
went up. The big life Captain had seen the 
shipwrecked liner's people coming ashore, 
and had sighted the Katahdin, headed in; 
but he took the boat out as he had promised, 
this time daring death to find “that livin’ 
man that had wiped the eye of the whole 
Ships Bottom crew, by Jim!" 

“You shore done your duty. Mate!" the 
Captain said in high glee, and the crew 
wagged solemn heads. “So lx-, you've tried 
the sky, an' you tried the sea; I reckon 
you’re ready for dry land again, and the 
adulation o‘ the admirin’ mob? Meaning 
Ships Bottom." 

“Put me aboard the Katahdin first," Ford 
said. “We’ll see after I tell the Commander 
where he’ll find the Manila, that bullion 
ship, you know." 

“You don’t mean in the ram?" Casco cried, 
disappointed. 

“In a diving suit,” Ford said grimly. 
“Money gone, honor gone, all gone?" he 
murmured. “It’s up to the Government!" 

Dl’T Ford had reckoned better than he 
u knew. He had double crossed the Gov¬ 
ernment; but not as he first intended. 
Whether he deserved praise or censure was 
for the Life Saving Department to decide; 
but Ford did not regret. In the moment of 
launching the frail aeroplane into the dark¬ 
ness and gale, his old poise, the former stead¬ 
iness of nerve that had carried him unscathed 
through his daring career in the air. had re¬ 
turned to him. Ford knew he had “come 
back," a feat achieved only by one man in 
ten thousand. And he bowed gratefully to 
the law of the beach. 

NO OTHER WAY 


Continued from page 12 

the whole thing, hook and all, like the veriest 
gudgeon. 

So his eyes dwelt fixedly on Clancy, and 
his frowning brow seemed to convey the 
thought, “It was you who contrived my 
present predicament, you little shrimp of a 
man! If I could wring your neck without 
fear of consequences, I should do it cheer¬ 
fully.” 

And Clancy had shot back the retort, 
“You are feeling the lance now, my bold in¬ 
terloper: next time you will be impaled 
on it!" 

Waverton suddenly abandoned the con¬ 
test, and scribbled a note laboriously with 
his left hand, throwing it to Steingall, folded 
in such wise that it would earn- across the 
table. 

The chief of the bureau went through a 
pantomime of surprised inquiry, and, on be¬ 
ing assured that the paper was really in¬ 
tended for him, opened it, and read: 

No matter what the consequences to myself. 

I am exceedingly obliged to you i>ersonally for 
today's developments. Mrs. Waverton is now 
safe from molestation. 

Steingall pursed his lips over this queer 
side issue: for it was passing strange that 

Claude Waverton should disregard his own 
dilemma, and pay heed only to the escape 
of his wife from further attentions on the 
part of Tearle. 

Almost ostentatiously he gave the slip of 
paper to Clancy, who read it, and looked 
again at Waverton. This time he smiled, 
and his geniality appeared to astonish the 
other man considerably. But Waverton’s 
mind was diverted from this new channel by 
the Coroner, who had completed his notes 
of Mrs. Kvrle’s testimonv, and now called: 

“Claude G. Waverton!" 

“One could almost hear a pin drop in 
court," wrote the enthusiastic reporter. “It 
was noticed that Waverton moved wearily, 
and used his left hand to steady himself in 
ascending the few steps to the witness 
stand." 

To be continued next Sunday 

“CROSS EDUCATION” 

• | ’IIIS term is used to describe a phenome- 
non that has recently been under in- 
vestigation at a laboratory attached to one 
of the New England universities. Experi¬ 
ments have shown that the effects of prac¬ 
tice on one side of the body are transferred 
to the other side, where then* has been no 
practice. For instance, a fencer, practising 
lunges with a foil, and using only his right 
hand, gained in two weeks fifty-six per cent. 
•>f accuracy in aim. At the same time it was 
found that his left hand had gained thirty- 
six jkt cent, of accuracy in the same exercise, 
although it had no actual practice. S> the 
exertion of the muscles of the right arm like¬ 
wise increased the strength of the left arm. 


I started my mail I I — 


and during the last eight years I have 
sold more than a train load of books each 
year—more books than any other man in 
^America. Why ? Because I buy so I can sell 
cheaper than the others, and every book is 
shipped subject to return at my expense if 
not satisfactory. 

Publishing bonk* is s precarious business. Many publishers 
anil ln. ks. ll.Ti (ail. I make a specialty of buying bankrupt 
storks of new books at my own price, and regular st-«-k in 
quantities so I can retail at wholesale prices. I now haye a 
big st*rk .•( oyerB.OOO different fine library sets of the works 
of standard authors and singlevoiumeson every subject, which 
1 offer to cl* *e out this seas* *n at 10c to BOc on the dollar. 

Be fair to yourself. I can save ymi money. Drop me a 
postal card and get my prices before buying. 

Sample Prices 

DeLuxa%Morocco s m h y^$Iv«ri>.u $ ^: 


U0LUXV74 morU66U my price.$14.40 Plutarch. 
DAimfl Cafe & vol.. $22.60 ; my price. $4.8B. Also 
D01K1Q OBIS Dickens, Emerson, Stevenson. Kip¬ 
ling. Scott, De Maupassant, Hugo. Dnmaa.EIiot.Carlylo 

and a hundred others at 25c on the d illar of publishers’pricea. 

Cinfrlo Koran. H mor.. $2 00 : mv price. 48c. Dante's 
ding IV Inferno. i»: my price. »dc. Origin of Species, 
Ifaliinaaa and BOO other good titles. *l.no : myprire. 
T0IUII1BS 4Sc. Josephna, $' SO;mv price.98e. Hand¬ 
book of Oratory. Ss.uo ; my price. $1.60. Gift books, 
childrens' hooks, instruction hooks, law and medical books, 
humor, history, biography, science, etc., etc. All subjects 
and at bargains. 

Regular Stock—My Prices terdays.OOe. 

Winning of Barbara Worth. 90c. Shepherd of the Hills, 
3Be. Calling of Dan Matthews, 35c. and many others. 

From Bar am In Umt 


Before ordering send for my free Bargain Ij*t of all ray tboo- 
sanda of bargains and see how I .hip hooka on approval, to ba 
paid for after examinati.m or returned at my expense if not 
satisfactory. .Send for my Bargain List now. I'oatal card 
rtguest un U bring it. 

DAVID B. CLARKSON, The Book Brokar 
IOSI Clarkson Bldg.. Chicago, III._ 





iScOUGH 

DROPS 

EASE MOTORIST'S 
THROAT caused by 
rushing W/nc/ and 
irnta tmg Dust 





GIVE QUICK 
RELIEF FROM 
COUCHS. COLDS 
A HD THROAT STRA/H 

SOLE EVERYWHERE. 

WmH.LUDEM 

LUDENS HAS MANUFACTURING CONFECTIONER 

A HUNDRED 

USES' 


5 1 * * * * 
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READING. PA. 


IN THEffi 

SOUTH i 


A No doubt about tbc profitable 

return* from Early Vegetables. Oranges, 
Grape Fruit. Celery and Sugar Cane in 
tire famous Manatee Country. Brookxville 
anti Annuttalagga. Hammock Area. Land* 
can be secured reasonably, yielding several 
crops annually. IX-hghtful and healthful 
climate. Water plentiful. Good schools and * 
churches. Quick transportation to big mar- M 
kets. Write for descriptive Ixmklets. S 

J. A. PRIDE, Gen. Ind. Agent, P 
SEABOARD AIR LINE RAILWAY, M 
Suita 300 NORFOLK, VA. M 
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™3 CROPf 

A YEAR 


TTA GIVES A BEAUTIFUL 
m4 * 1 Vv [M 1 IL£> COMPLEXION an! 

■ 1 I <Y.\ la M on. f'l.oaj Iwt* 

The lWi. Tbf Purr*t. ’ll*** Only 
DAlilAPB AJlitfiif—5*lo. A Bo*. Free sample <»f Kxorm 
r ALL rUWULN Fa*- 1*. Jer, Ex -r*Chr-ek Utouga and Eson 
f 4r <’H AS METER, !••• Writ Uth St.. New York 


3 

IN 


A Course of Lessons 
in Drugless Healing ^ 


(Mochano-Therapy) 


Not one cent 


to pay, either now or ‘Qp 
later—no obligation of 

any kind. Just your simplaVH^ . jA 

reauest will bring you thia 
valuable course of 62 lea- 
sons by return mail— 

without cost. This of- /( f aBBJS iI ■ 

fer ia BtncUy limited.' 1 *■—^ ’ 

We reserve the right to withdraw ft at any time 
without notice. So don’t wait a minmU. Send your 
acceptance right away. 




These FREE Lessons Teach Too 



Haw to Treat Hsoiacfco Howto 
How to Treat N eu r a l g ia Howto 
How to Treat Coo rt ip it isw Howto 
Haw to Treat a Spnio Howto 
HowtoTregflifie—ittiini Howto 
How to Treat Iwobavo Howto 

—besides a dozen other Important health subjects 
which everyone should know. 

Why We Are Making This Offer 

We want the public to know the real truth shoot 
Drugless Healing. Besides, these free lessons will 
demonstrate how thoroughly and in what a surpris¬ 
ingly short time you can master this wonderful new 
profession, at home or in class, without interfering 
with your regular occupation. 

If you want to earn 12 500 to $6,000 a year, if you 
want an established profession that is remarkably 


fer you. Hundreds of successful graduates demon¬ 
strate the wonderful efficiency of our methods. How 
about yourself? Are you healthy, happy—making all 
the money you want? If not, get posted on Drug leas 
Healing right away I 

Remember—This Offer Is Limited 


MENTHOL CANDY' 


Write NOW for FREE Course of Lessons. Don't 
wait to think it over. Get the facts—the real truth 
—learn what yon can earn as a Mcchano-Thempist. 

The FREE 62-Lesson Course and our Free Rook ex¬ 
plain alL Send a postal or letter BJGHT AWAY. 

American College of Mechano-Therapy 

Papt. 001 et W. Bwm gMt, CMcijS, PI. 

AGENTS-GETBUSY 

of Territory and 100% PROFIT 

Men or Women — The best household line on earth — F.vcrv home 
in city or country, every l*oarding-house. hotel an.I restaurant a pot 
sible buyer — Lfuick seller — Fast Repeater — Will soon make s 
permanent, probtalile business for you — Work all or spare time - 
No experience needed—We show you how—This is your oppottu 
nity—Don't delay—Write quit k for information—TO DA V— NOW 
£.M.Feltman,Mgr^51 *« Sycamore BL.Clnc l nnati.0 


BIRTH 

STONE 1 y c 

RINGS NAME YOUR MONTH ^ 

Greatest Ring Offer ever made; guaranteed five 
years. As an advertisement we give this beautifur 
gold-filled Tiffany design ring with proper stone 
for any month. ONLY 12 CENTS in stamps U 
pay for packing and mailing. State size. 

W. RF.XFORD CO., 436 Market Street, Phlla.. Pa 



If YOU Would Be 
Successful 


£ Stop Forgetting 



^ Send today for my FREE B< H)K 
••HOW TO REMEMBER 9 * — Fares, 


^ NamM. Studies — I>evelops Will. Concentration. 
Self-C-onftdence. Omvenation. Public Speaking. In¬ 
crease* inc»ma. Addrwi 

nutans IIIIMOIII s« Ilnur. M w.i.n» iidg. Chicago 


LEARN JEWELERS 

ENGRAVING 




{TYPEWRITERS I 


I fZTg e All •tndxrd mxohlnM «» to ^ Mfr’e |*ri» We RENT typo 
niton AWTWUERE, oppljln* RENTAL ON PRICK Writ, for t at. It 

Typewriter »:ai|>oriiia (Eol 1BW>. 34-30 W. Lake 81., t'kleag^ Ih. 
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^ I TRUST YOU TEN DAYS. SEND NO MONEY. 
$2 Hair Switch Sant on Approval. Choice of Natural wavf 

or straight hair. Sand a lock of vour hair and I will maiiafll 
inch abort atem fin* human hair awitrh to match- 
If you find it a big bargain remit fJ m tan days, 
or aall 3 and GET YOUR SWITCH FREE. Extxe 
ahadaa a little more, lncloee 6c poataga. 

Free beauty book oh owing latvat oiyla of hall 
d reeling - -alao high grade switch***, ponipadoura. 
wigs, pulls, etc Women wanted to sail my 
hair goods. ANNA AYERS. Ilepi. * SIS 
22 Quincy Strooft. Chicago . 



/^SEWING^^ 
^MACHINE OIL^ 

3-in-0ne lubricates every part of any 
sewing machine better than any other 
oil on earth. Prevents bearings wear¬ 
ing. Promotes smooth running. Pre¬ 
serves the health of the user. Adds 
years to the life of the machine. 
Avoids repair bills. 

CDCr sample bottle. Write today. 

A HLd 3-in-One sold at all stores 10c 

oil co.jm 

42 A. K. S. Broadway 
New York City 


































































